CHRISTMAS 1961 


Jie/1_—teif begin with Jesus, the tourtde 


ce of the IncaTrrae@n”-| 
yuble with these long-hati} 
nt they tell us something4 
[ ahtosdive by? 
OK, lee dp nape ty by being practical. Ly 
assume tle’yo é ‘ligious interest, that y} 
wank (eehave a\pr@etical and relewat K Balicion. {Po wur job here is to 
if wean descrtbe-simply and clearly a : actical faifa Which is livable. : 
6f Christianity. \{he most clear 4 
practf€af approach would seem to be to point out that the teachings4 
Jesus were, after all, quite simple. In a number of different ways he sed 
“Love God and hse man.” In addition, he said that there was a God w 
was almighty, ever-present, and vast, but also righteous and loving, and i 
his Kingdom is the power of love and justice. And that covers just ab 
the ea of Jesus’ teachings. Love, righteousness, justice, mercy, truth) 
all pretty clear and simple? ’Nuff ede End of article? 

If one thinks slogans, cliches and vague ideals are practical and sufficic 
then one can stop reading here. But if one suspects that such statements 
“love is better than hate, justice better than injustice,” are not practi 
enough, let’s go on. At least two difficulties arise when one studies | 
teachings of eam or any great man. 

First, what is the meaning of the word “love”? What kind of love di 
one mean? There are many kinds: family love, self-love, love of count 
egotistical love, altruistic love. Jesus spent most of his time trying to defil 
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HE INCARNATION 


explain and exemplify the kind of love he meant. And the nearest set of 
adjectives we can find to describe his love is: spontaneous, sacrificial, for- 
giving, understanding, non-egoistic, outgoing, and sharing. This is a pretty 
high type of love—‘praying for those who persecute you,” really trying 
to “love one’s enemies,” not seeking rewards and returns for affection. And 
so this leads to the second difficulty. 

_ If one takes this highest type seriously, he knows that he cannot fulfill it. 
Anyone who is rigorously honest with himself knows that he does not love 
God with all his heart and mind and soul. He knows that he does not really 
spend time praying for his enemies; he knows he does not really seek to 
forgive a foe, a rival, a critic. We know we seek rewards and ego-satisfac- 
tions for our offerings. We do not continue to dearly love a person who 
snubs or rejects us. And who of us really believes that turning the other 
cheek is practical—either in personal or political life? “Love God, love 
man’—a noble ideal, but who is capable of it or really believes it is 
practical ? 

When we come across these two difficulties, we usually do one of two 
things. First, we may hold on to the noble slogans and imagine that 
because we say them, we do them. This is clearly hypocrisy. Or, second, 
we usually abandon the high ideal somewhat regretfully, and adopt a lower, 
“more realistic” slogan, such as “enlightened self-interest.” We justify this 
abandonment by saying, “The world is a tough place and people are out 
for all they can get. A person has to get along in life. I wish love worked, 
but it doesn’t so—we have to be practical and relevant.” Thereby, the ideal 
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of love is given up, and we live on in the er 
less competitive struggle of warring cho la 
claiming that he is the enlightened one, and 
course, the most practical one. In_short,. t 
simple ideal of love isn’t so simple and practic 
after all. ; - 
Well, let’s see if there is anything practical | 
the Incarnation. Incarnate means’ litera 
“present in.” In the Christian. faith, Incarr 
tion means, “God was present in Christ.” Wk 
is so significant about that, if it were true?’ £ 
fore and at the time of Christ, men knew th 
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knew the Good but did not know how to aé 
the Good. pete 
Secondly, they did not know for 
was practical to be good. Even if one was 8 
to achieve the Good, would it pay otf? 
other way, they did not know: whether | 
Evil won out in life. It may be har 
modern Americans, living in a lush.]; 
wealth and comfort, to understand the 4 
sive history of evil and tragedy. But /in, ny 


out a pretty good case for the triumph of \¢ 
over good. All ancient civilizations and nati 
have perished in blood or decay. Many na 
ideals have been shattered. In personal life, 
expectancy of existence averaged 35 years. : 
most lives were a record of defeated plans. fi 
trated hopes and broken ideals. So again, 
insistent question, “How do you know that 
good wins out?” 
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in Christ, “that we might have life and have 
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A voice cries: 
“In the wilderness prepare the way 
of the Lord, 
make straight in the desert a high- 
way for our God. 
Every valley shall be lifted up, 
and every mountain and hill be 
made low; 
the uneven ground shall become 
level, 
and the rough places a plain. 
And the glory of the Lord shall be 
revealed, 
and all flesh shall see it together, 
for the mouth of the Lord has 
spoken.” 


In those days a decree went out 
from Caesar Augustus that all the 
World should be enrolled . . . And 
All went to be enrolled, each to his 
dwn city. 


How beautiful upon the mountains 

' are the feet of him who brings 

good tidings, 

who publishes peace, who brings 
good tidings of good, 

who publishes salvation, 

who says to Zion, “Your God 
reigns.” 
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And Joseph also went up from 
Galilee, from the city of Nazareth, 
to Judea, to the city of David, 
which is called Bethlehem. because 
he was of the house and lineage of 
David, to be enrolled with Mary. 
his betrothed, who was with child. 


There shall come forth a shoot 

from the stump of Jesse, and a 
branch shall grow out of his 

roots. 

And the Spirit of the Lord shall 
rest upon him, 

the spirit of wisdom and under- 
standing, 

the spirit of counsel and might, 

the spirit of knowledge and the 
fear of the Lord. 

And his delight shall be in the fear 
of the Lord. 

He shall not judge by what his eyes 
see, . 
or decide by what his ears hear; 

but with righteousness he shall 
judge the poor, 
and decide with equity for the 
meek of the earth; 
and he shall smite the earth with 
the rod of his mouth, 
and with the breath of his lips 
he shall slay the wicked. 
Righteousness shall be the girdle 
of his waist, 
and faithfulness the girdle of his 
loins. 


The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, 
and the leopard shall lie down 
with the kid, 
and the calf and the lion and the 
fatling together, 
and a little child shall lead them. 
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ip FULFILLMENT ANGEL by Paul Klee 
Courtesy, Museum of Modern Art, New York 
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And while they were there, t. 
time came for her to be delivere 
And she gave birth to her firs 
born son and wrapped him 
swaddling cloths, and laid him 
a manger, because there was 3 
place for them in the inn. 


Behold, my servant shall prospe 
he shall be exalted and lifted 2 
and shall be very high. 

As many were astonished at hi 
his appearance was so marre. 

beyond human semblance, 
and his form beyond that of # 
sons of men— 

so shall he startle many nation 
kings shall shut their mouths b 
cause of him; 

for that which has not been to: 
them they shall see, 

and that which they have not 
heard they shall understand. 


And in that region there we 
shepherds out in the field, keepi 
watch over their flock by nig) 
And an angel of the Lord appear 
to them, and the glory of the Le 
shone around them, and they we 
filled with fear. And the angel sz 
to them, “Be not afraid; for t 
hold, I bring you good news of 
great joy which shall come to 

the people; for to you is born t 
day in the city of David a Savi 
who is Christ the Lord. And tl 
will be a sign for you: you ¥ 
find a babe wrapped in swaddli 
cloths and lying in a manger.” 


ANGEL WITH FROCK by Mathias Goeritz 
Courtesy, Proteo Gallery, Mexico City 


Courtesy, Museum of Modern Art, New York 


the nativity 


Who has believed what we have 
heard: 
And to whom has the arm of the 
Lord been revealed? 
For he grew up before him like a 
young plant, 
and like a root out of dry 
ground; 
he had no form or comeliness that 
we should look at him, 
and no beauty that we should 
desire him. 
He was despised and rejected by 
: men; 
a man of sorrows, and ac- 
quainted with grief; 
and as one from whom men hide 
their faces 
he was despised, and we 
esteemed him not. 


And suddenly there was with the 
angel a multitude of the heavenly 
host praising God and _ saying, 
*Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace among men with 
whom he is pleased!” 


The people who walked in dark- 
ness have seen a great light; 
those who dwelt in a land of deep 

darkness, 
on them has light shined. 
Thou has multiplied the nation, 
thou has increased its joy; 
they rejoice before thee 
as with joy at the harvest, 
as men rejoice when they divide 
the spoil. 


FAMILY by Henry Moore 
Courtesy, Museum of Modern Art, New York 
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IVITY by Herman Rossler/Courtesy, Museum of Fine Arts, Boston 
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ANGEL by Ivan Chermayeff/Courtesy, Museum of Modern Art, New York 
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No nation has a patent on Christmas joy. Peasant 


black and white, slave and free all 


and powertul 
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Then share in the joy and song of many peoples. 


sing forth their hope in Christ 
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| Rise ye shep-herds, hur-ry on-ward, Greet the new-bortsi 


Bow ye shep-herds to the Christ King,Bring to Him your 
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“From the singing of Inge Peinlich. English by Max Exner. 


SWEET WAS THE SONG by Ben Sheha 
Courtesy, Museum of Modern Art, New York 
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From singing of children at Breedings Creek Colored School, Ky. 
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It was a king of Negro-land 
A king of China-town 
And an old prince of Iran 
Who to the Child kneeled down. 
It was a king of blackamoors, 
A king of men slant-eyed, 
A lord among sun-worshippers, 
Who at the New-born spied. 
It was a king with savage eyes, 
King with a queer pigtail, 
King with a high and sunlit brow, 
Who bade the New-born ‘Hail! 
Back rode they to one country, 
One spiritual land, 
Three kings of my soul’s country 
Who touched the New-born’s 
hand. 
Charles Williams 
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Laon WOAL When a poem somehow answers for us the 


pressing question of ''Who are we?", that poem has religious significance. 
When a painting helps us to understand a little more clearly the perennial 
“puzzle of ''Why are we here?"', that painting is speaking to us about our 
ultimate relationship to ourselves, to others and to God. 

Contemporary writers, musicians, poets and painters communicate the 
Christian faith in all sorts of ways. Because their expression is sometimes 
symbolical and not always in the straightforward language to which we are 

accustomed, it's difficult at first to see just what is religious in their words 
and works. But as soon as we catch a glimmer of what the artist is trying 
to say about life, we are urged to see what God has done for us through 
Christ in this life. If a certain work of art makes us look at ourselves, others, 
and our past, present and future, it forces us to re-examine what the 
Christian faith has to say about this existence. 

Because God loves the world, he continues to reveal himself to it in 
wonderful and mysterious ways. Contemporary expression in art, literature 
and music is a form of this revelation. It-seeks to,help us answer as 
“Christians our ultimate questions about fro 
where we must go in this world. 


OK then, if it isn't art just what do you suppose it is? 
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battery in the car had gone dead; and it turned out to be a bitierly 
cold night, vast and empty, a ringing void domed with icy stars. Over 
lallett’s Hill the evening star danced like tinsel on the tip of a Christmas 
ee. The still air was resonant as the inside of an iron bell; but within 
ur snug farmhouse it was mellow with the warmth of three cherry-red 
oves. The dinner things had been pushed back, and I was feeling relaxed 
nd content, lazily smoking a cigarette, when Bruce came into the room. 
He had gone upstairs in heavy boots and flannel cruiser’s shirt. He 
appeared in a long white nightgown with a purple coak of tintexed cotton 
yer his shoulders. In one hand he held a tall crown of yellow pasteboard > 
id tinsel. From the other swung an ornate censer. His books had been 
placed by thin flapping sandals. 

“What in the world are you supposed to be?” I asked. 


al 


: { 
My wife looked at him critically. There was both concern and tenderne: 


in the look. Women always look tenderly at Bruce; and then, of course, sf 
had more than a hand in his costuming. She said indignantly: 
‘‘He’s one of the Wise Men of the East!” . 
Virginia, my daughter, put both hands to her face, ready to stifle aj 
hysterical shriek because Bruce, who is small for 14, likes to be groupe 
with men, swinging a doubled-edged axe with the best of them and handliry 
a 12-gauge as if it were a BB gun. With a tight voice she managed to saa} 
“Have you got matches for that thing?” 
With considerable difficulty Bruce raised his skirts and produced a hej 
from his pants pocket. | 
“He'll be ready,” said my wife, “whatever happens!” She looked at 
and I thought again how lovely she is. That did me no good. Her loo} 
was an urgent reminder. I felt all the chill of the night air run up my spina} 
suddenly remembering that I had promised to get the boy to the schoo} 
house in town in good time for the Christmas pageant. | shuddered ail 
groaned and went out in the the night pulling on a heavy coat. 
By one of those freaks of mechanical whimsy that baffle man, its make 
the engine caught at the first turn of the crank, and off we went with}f 
bang, bouncing and roaring across the rough frozen field. That was) 
trick of the devil. 


and there the engine died. My heart sank with its last long sigh. I looke 
out the side of my eyes at Bruce, sitting there saying nothing, making 
think what a kid he still was, with the crown and censer clasped in Hf 
arms, staring down that long endless lane that disappeared in the lonely hil# 

It was a moment of deep breathless silence. The hills walled us in fro 
all hope of neighborly assistance. Hallett’s place was more than a mj 
and a half away, and the nearest turn of Route 90, even with the thi 
chance of a lift, was more than two miles away. Still, what could I « 
about it? I felt as helpless as a kid myself—and I had promised to get hi 
there on time. 

Well, I thought, it’s not tragically important. Bruce said nothing, bil 
his eyes were wide, staring now at the big star twinkling just over 1! 
ragged edge of the mountain. Then a strange and uneasy feeling stirred 
me, because I knew the boy was praying. He had made his promises to: 

Before I could move, he dropped his crown and censer and scrambl) 
out of the car, stumbling over his skirts. But all this straining, and heavi 
at the crank was useless. I strained and heaved in turn and was equa: 
impotent. When we weren’t sweating we were shivering. The still air « 
like knives. Every deep breath rasped my lungs until I sputtered. 
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Ordinarily we might have pushed the car to the edge of the rise and 
rolled it down the hill in gear; but the grease stuck like cement, and we 
couldn’t budge it. After a while I straightened my cramped back and 
guessed I’d smoke a cigarette while I thought it over. When I struck a 
light with fumbling hands and looked up through the smoke Bruce was 
scuttling down the lane, one hand holding his skirts, one hand swinging 
the censer, the high golden crown perched cock-eyed on his head. I hesi- 
tated between laughing at him and yelling for him to stop. At the moment 
it seemed that was about ihe only thing he could do. As for me, there 
wasn t anything I could do. Then I thought of the expression on his face 
as he prayed, and | felt mean, realizing that a man’s view and a boy’s view 
are not necessarily the same. 

I threw the cigarette away and began once more to crank. 

I don’t know how long the struggle lasted, but all at once the engine 

sneezed. With hands clenched and eyes closed I straightened slowly and 
held my breath. The engine began to cough throatily. I scrambled 
frenziedly into the car. 
_ Just about where Fifth street enters Stroudsburg | overtook Bruce. There 
Was a twist at my innards at sight of that small figure trudging along with 
he cock-eyed crown on his head and the censer hugged to his stomach. 
A long sigh went out of me as he turned his face into the lights with a 
vhite-lipped grin. His gown was torn and he shivered violently. 

“You shouldn’t have gone off that way,” I growled. “It’s too cold. It’s 
erribly cold!” 

“T put twigs in the censer,” he said, “and made a fire. I kept warm 
mough.” 

“But look at your feet! You might have frozen them!” 

| “Tt wasn’t so bad. I took a bearing on the star and made a short cut 
icross Lasoine’s farm. It came out right back there by the new cottage.” 
_ After that I was too busy putting on speed to say much. We arrived at 
he school on time. I stood in back and watched. 
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A good many years have passed since I last saw the story of Bethlehe : 
and the homage of the Three Wise Men presented by children at Christmas 
time. It had heron so old a story to me that it seemed strange to realiz 
that to them it was new. 

When I saw Bruce walking stiff-legged on cut and chilblained fee 
with his two companions on the stage, kneeling by the creche, declaimina} 
his studied lines, I first regretted my laughter at the dinner table, then 4 : 
uneasy awe rose up within me. 

Going home we stopped at a garage for anti-freeze and at a soda-counied 
for hot chocolate, and I said nothing but commonplace things. As wi 
rolled comfortably out Fifth st. Bruce showed me where the shortcut 
came out. ) 

“That’s where the Thompsons lived,’ I said, “before the place burner) 
down.” 

“I know,” said Bruce, “where the boy was burned to death.” 

A new house had been built on the old foundations and people wer} 
again living there. | 

“They’ve got lights burning.” 

As we passed the Lasoine farm there were lights burning there, too. | 
thought this was strange, because since George Lasoine had gone off q 


down I could see Lou Lasoine through the kitchen eae smoking hil 
pipe and smiling at the two women talking, so I sensed everything wad 
all right. 

So far as I knew that was about all there was to the evening; but og 
Christmas Day the Good Farmer’s Wife came by with gifts of mincemee} 
made from venison and a jug of sassafras cider. She had shaken off he 
customary pessimism and was full of bounce and _ high-pitched talk. 
heard the laughter and ejaculations in the kitchen where my wife wel 
supervising the Christmas feast; and since I have a weakness for the raci 
gossip of the countryside, I drifted toward the kitchen too. 

“You must hear this!” said my wife, drawing me in. 

The Farmer’s Wife looked at me with a glittering but wary eye. | 

“You haint’s agoin’ to believe it either,” she said. “Just the same Ir} 
tellin’ you folks up here in the hills see things and they do believe!” __| 

“What have you been seeing?” 

“It was old Mrs. Lasoine. Last Tuesday night when she was a-feelit 
awful low she thought she heard something back of the barn and she looke 
out. Now I'll say this for the old lady—she’s got good vision. That she haal 
Plenty good! There warn’t no moonlight, but if you recollect it was 
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bright starry night. And there she saw, plain as her own husband, one of 
the Wise Men of the Bible come a-walkin’ along the hill with a gold crown 
on his head, a swingin’ one of them pots with smoke in thea 

My mouth opened and I look at Rosamunde and Rosamunde looked at 

me; but before I could say anything, the Farmer’s Wife hurried on: 
: “Now don’t you start a-laughin’—not oe cause that hain’t the long 
and the short of it! There’s other testimony! Them Thompsons. You know 
the ones whose oldest boy was burned in the fire? Well, there it was the 
children. First, they heard him. They heard him a-singin’ ‘Come All Ye 
Faithful’ plain as day. They went runnin’ to the window and they seen 
the Wise Man a-walkin’ in the starlight across the lane, gold crown and 
robes and firepot and all! Well, my goodness, they put up such a shoutin’ 
and a yellin’ that their parents come a-runnin’. But by then it was too late 
He was gone. Just disappeared. Afterward they went out and looked but 
they couldn’t find hide nor hair—” 

“Did they see any other signs?” I asked faintly. 

The Farmer’s Wife scoffed. 

“Old folks and children see things which maybe we can’t. All I can say 
is this. Lasoines and Thompsons don’t even know each other. But old lady 
Lasoine was heartsick and lonely and a-prayin’ about her lost boy, and the 
Thompsons was heartsick and lonely because this was the first Christmas in 
the new house without Harry, and you dassent say they wasn’t a-prayin’ 
too! Maybe you don’t believe that amounts to anythin’—but I’m tellin’ you 
it was a comfort for them to see and believe!” 

I swallowed hard, recalling the look on Bruce’s face as he stared at the 
star, when I knew he was praying that he might not fail his friends. Well, 
not daring to look at my wife, I said with all the sincerity I could feel: 

; S Yes, I believe God was close that night.” 

For the first time in her garrulous life the Farmer’s Wife was stricken 
Diab. She looked at me as if an even greater miracle had been performed 
pefore her very eyes. VVV 


MOTHER AND CHILD 


by Henry Rox/Courtesy, Motive 


- The Madonnas 


“But Mary kept all these 
things, pondering them in 
her heart...” From the 
moment that the angel Gabriel 
came to Mary in Galilee saying, 
“You shall conceive and bear 
a son, and you shall give 
him the name Jesus,” her re- 
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sponse was a mixture of overwhelming joy, won- 
der and fear. Throughout the centuries artists 
have tried to communicate the depth of this: 
emotion. Mother and Christ child have been 
depicted in many shades—each ‘giving expression : 
to Mary’s tender, hopeful, yet awed acceptance. 
of this ee which had come to pass. 


Artists: |, VIRGIN AND 
CHILD by Henry Rox re- 
printed by permission of 
Motive, a Methodist publica- 
tion; 17, Jim Crane, courtesy 
of Motive, Dec. 1960; 18, 19, 
2!, 23, Charles Newton; 25, 
Madonna and Child by David 
Routon, courtesy, Motive; 32, 
DIADEM by Lipton, courtesy 
of Motive; 32, Line cra 
by Wirth, Courtesy of Motive. 

AUEHORS: 225; The Sig. 
nificance of the Incarnation" 
is written by W. A. Spurrier, 
who is on the aly of 
Wesleyan College and 
to the 
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Scriptural passages (6-/4) 
were taken from the Revised 
Standard Version of the Bible: 
fsaiah 4023-5: Luke 2271) 3% 
Isaiah 52: 7; Luke 2: 4-5; Isaiah 
11: 1-6; Luke 2: 6-7; |saiahi 52: 
13-15; Luke 2: 8-12; Isaiah 53: 
[23s Buke 22 (3=14* sarah 9e2= 
3; Luke 2:15, 16, 20; Isaiah 9 


"When the Wise Man Ap- 
peared’ (18-23) is reprinted 
from the Dec. 1943 Philadel- 
phia Bulletin by permission of 
the author, William Ashley 
"Trot Anderson. 

"The Epiphany’ (Insert) by 
Charles Williams first ap- 


peared in The Christian Cen- 
tury, Dec. 24, 1958. It is re- 
printed here from Charles 
Williams’ Poems of Conform- 
ity by permission of Oxford 
University Press. 

Christmas carols (insert) 
were selected from a_ Little 
Book of Carols, and they are 
published and reprinted by 
permission of the Cooperative 
Recreation Service, Inc., Del- 
aware, Ohio. 

"Christ Climbed Down" 
(30-31) appeared in a book 
of poems called Coney Island 
of the Mind by Lawrence 
Ferlinahetti It is reprinted 
here by enaiost on of New 


Directors Books. 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and ran away to where 

there were no rootless Christmas 
trees 

hung with candycanes and breakable 
stars 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and ran away to where 

there were no gilded Christmas trees 
and no tinsel Christmas trees 

and no tinfoil Christmas trees 

and no pink plastic Christmas trees 
and no black Christmas trees 

and no powderblue Christmas trees 
hung with electric candles 

and encircled by tin electric trains 
and clever cornball relatives 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and ran away to where 

no intrepid Bible salesmen 

covered the territory 

in two-tone cadillacs 

and where no Sears Roebuck creches 
complete with plastic babe in 
manger 

arrived by parcel post 

the babe by special delivery 

and where no televised Wise Men 

praised the Lord Calvert Whiskey 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and ran away to where 

no fat handshaking stranger 
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LIMBED 
DOWN 


in a red flannel suit 

and a fake white beard 

went around passing himself off 

as some sort of North Pole saint 

crossing the desert to Bethlehem 

Pennsylvania 

in a Volkswagen sled 

drawn by rollicking Adirondack rein- 
deer 

with German names 

and bearing sacks of Humble Gifts 

from Saks Fifth Avenue 

for everybody's imagined Christ 
Child 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and ran away to where 

no Bing Crosby carollers 
groaned of a tight Christmas 
and where no Radio City angels 
iceskated wingless 

thru a winter wonderland 
into a jinglebell heaven 
daily at 8:30 

with Midnight Mass matinees 


Christ climbed down 

from His bare Tree 

this year 

and softly stole away into 
some anonymous Mary's womb again 
where in the darkest night 

of everybody's anonymous soul 
He awaits again 

an unimaginable 

and impossibly 

Immaculate Reconception 

the very craziest 

of Second Comings 


—Lawrence Ferlinghetti 
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